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THE   NEW  CIRCE 


The   Veil 

Long  have  we  lain  and  watched  with  wearying  eyes 
The  late  light  glimmer  down  the  paling  skies, 
Till  Night  with  drowsy  finger  on  her  lip 
Shall  softly  slip, 

And  with  low  v.-hispers  of  lost  innocence 
Hush  all  our  innermost  sense, 
Pillowed  between  her  bosom  and  quiet  smile ; 
Till  in  a  little  while 

Steals  with  unhurried  plash  of  filmy  oar 
The  silver  ship  of  dreams. 
Breasting  its  way  over  the  airy  deep ; 
And  we  shall  hear  the  surge  of  wind-waves  roar 
Across  the  caverned,  starry-pebbled  shore, 
Flying  through  spumy  clouds  and  frosted  gleams 
That  burst  in  moonlight  on  the  patterned  sky, 
Voyaging,  voyaging  to  lovely  lands  that  lie 
Calm   and    immeasurable   beyond   the  argus  veil  of 
sleep. 
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Two  Dreams 
I 

THE  NEW  CIRCE 

The  little  town  of  Aldofay 

Beneath  the  peacock  twilight  lay, 

Faint  stars  waving  in  the  breeze 

Like  fruit  upon  the  autumn  trees  : 

The  wind  walked  softly  in  the  bay, 

Tiptoe  on  the  waters,  lest 

He  should  break  their  weary  rest 

After  playing  all  the  day  ; 

And  night  smiled  to  see  the  deep 

Like  a  little  child  asleep. 

Beyond  the  glimmering,  white-walled  town 

Suddenly  black  night  rushed  down 

All  around  and  over  me. 

So  that  I  could  hardly  see 

If  the  path  went  here  or  there 

Or  if  the  way  were  rough  or  fair. 

In  the  flickering  midnight  hush 

I  heard  a  distant  fluting  thrush 
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Singing  to  the  rising  moon, 

Thinking  dawn  had  come  too  soon ; 

I  heard  the  sea's  breast  rise  and  fall, 

And  soldiers  talking  on  the  wall, 

And  voices  flung  across  the  bay 

On  the  water's  echoing  way. 

Far  on  the  hills  the  great  moon  stole, 

Like  a  silver  aureole. 

But  then  I  turned  and  silent  stood 

And  viewed  the  black  deeps  of  the  wood. 

High  above  the  leaved  lands 
About  the  town  of  Aldofay 
On  a  hill  a  castle  stands  ; 
White  towers  flashing  far  by  day, 
And  at  night  its  walls  are  sprent 
With  lamps  like  a  new  firmament. 
In  this  haunt  of  dear  delight 
Dwells  a  lady  of  such  beauty 
That  a  man  forgets  his  duty, 
Wisdom,  honour,  might  and  all. 
And  perforce  must  dumbly  fall 
Down  before  her  sandalled  feet. 
Yet  she  makes  no  use  of  snare, 
Nor  ever  seems  her  heart  to  care  ; 
Never  makes  she  use  of  wile, 
Never  strives  she  to  beguile 
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THE   NEW  CIRCE 

Men  to  love  :  but  always  stands 

AVith  demure  enfolded  hands 

On  her  softly  heaving  breast, 

Maiden  eyelids  gently  pressed 

Down  upon  her  shadowed  cheek. 

Yet  must  he  who  dares  to  seek 

Sight  of  her  adore  for  ever, 

Willing  for  her  love  to  sever 

Soul  and  body,  and  to  lay 

His  life  for  her  to  give  or  slay  : 

For  straight  his  heart  burns  with  love's  drouth 

To  kiss  her  mournful  crimson  mouth. 

All  along  the  fringed  road 

Singing  merrily  I  strode, 

"  Heigho,  for  the  crimson  rose 

That  in  its  nest  of  sharp  thorn  grows  ! " 

And  the  echoes  took  my  song 

And  hurled  it  all  their  length  along, 

Bounding  like  an  avalanche 

Over  rock  and  stream  and  branch, 

Till  it  filled  the  air  around 

With  the  torrent  of  the  sound. 

But  I  did  not  stay  my  voice, 

For  the  rustling  forest-noise 

Frightened  me.     So  on  I  went, 

On  my  journey  grimly  bent, 
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THE   NEW  CIRCE 

Resolved  that  ere  the  morning  broke 
I  would  seek  out  that  storied  maid, 
Disprove  the  foul  things  all  men  said.  .  , 
And  surely  they  who  came  not  back, 
Seeking  her,  had  lost  the  track 
From  wooded  thickness,  or  perchance, 
Lured  by  some  fairy's  gauzy  dance. 
Had  perished  by  the  evil  Folk  ?  .  .  . 
Between  the  soughing  of  the  pines 
Sobbed  the  sea,  and  something  stirred 
The  undergrowth ;  and  then  I  heard 
A  whisper  as  of  falling  rain, 
Or  some  great  lady's  silken  train 
Sweeping  down  the  serried  Unes 
Of  the  bowing  trees. 
Suddenly  the  freshening  breeze 
Caught  away  a  tasselled  cloud 
That  had  been  the  moon's  dark  shroud ; 
For  I  saw  the  white  beams  creep 
Filtering  through  the  chequered  deep. 
As  if  from  every  branch  there  was 
A  little  ladder  spun  of  glass. 
There  the  silvered  roadway  turned. 
And  I  could  see  where  blue  lights  burned 
On  the  castle's  battlements, 
Winking  on  the  gabled  porch 
Like  a  witch's  sulphur-torch.  .  .  . 
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Now  the  wind  flung  magic  scents, 
Such  as  in  the  jewelled  fields 
The  toiling  Indian  daily  yields, 
As  upon  the  ground  he  crouches 
Pressing  in  his  leathern  pouches 
Flowers  the  sweetly  breathing  mist 
Of  the  saffron  dawn  has  kissed. 
From  the  perfumed  trees  around 
Streams  of  light  dropped  to  the  ground, 
Lighting  up  the  alley's  dark ; 
Streams  of  amethyst  and  green 
And  colours  that  are  never  seen 
Save  within  the  rainbow's  arc, 
When  the  sun  shines  through  a  veil 
Of  loosened  cloud's  hair,  crystal  pale  ; 
And  golden  fruit,  like  lamps  held  high. 
Vied  with  the  star-gleam  of  the  sky. 

Down  this  road  of  opal  light 
Moved  the  lady  of  delight, 
Moved  so  softly  that  her  tread 
Never  harmed  the  daisy's  head. 
And  her  body  seemed  to  me 
Like  a  wondrous  poesy ; 
Or  a  burst  of  music  clear 
Through  the  porches  of  the  ear. 
Lapping  round  the  fainting  heart 
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With  all  the  minstrelsy  of  art. 

And  both  my  hands  went  stretching  out 

Dumbly,  to  clasp  her  all  about. 

So  she  came  and  took  my  hand, 

And  I  felt  my  hot  cheeks  fanned 

By  the  fragrance  of  her  breath  ; 

And  I  wished  for  icy  death 

To  take  me  ere  I  could  forget 

Her  lips  upon  my  forehead  set. 

For  with  that  one  kiss  alone 

She  had  claimed  me  for  her  own. 


Through  the  vast  portculHsed  gate 
Hand  in  hand  we  sweetly  walked, 
Yet  she  neither  smiled  nor  talked 
Nor  looked  at  me  with  love  or  hate ; 
Only  led  me  swifter  still 
To  the  castle  on  the  hill 
(And  her  soft  hand  seemed  to  me 
Like  a  white  anemone). 
Until  within  her  bower  we  came ; 
Then  with  looks  of  maiden  shame 
She  gave  me  all  the  flaunting  rose 
Of  her  mournful  crimson  mouth, 
And  I  kissed  and  held  her  close, 
For  my  heart  burned  with  love's  drouth. 
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The  moon's  sails  fled  far  down  the  West 

When  I  laid  her  down  to  rest 

On  the  silken-sheeted  bed 

With  rich  embroideries  overspread, 

Underneath  a  canopy 

Of  strangely  carven  ivory, 

Carven  men  and  maidens  there, 

Youthful  limbs  and  flowing  hair 

Dancing  in  bright  array 

On  an  Eastern  holiday. 

Oh,  all  the  nights  of  love  men  know. 
All  the  dear  weight  of  circling  arms, 
Beside  that  night  were  cold  as  snow  ! 
I  lay  all  smothered  up  in  charms, 
And  lit  her  eyes  with  answering  fire 
Kindled  at  my  own  wild  desire. 
When  the  day  had  scarcely  broke 
Through  dim  curtains,  she  awoke 
Freshly,  like  a  little  child. 
And  she  clapped  her  hands  and  smiled, 
Bidding  food  and  wine  be  brought, 
While  the  room  was  slowly  drenched 
With  sunlight.     So,  my  hunger  quenched 
With  kisses,  kisses,  from  the  wall 
Her  sweet  hand  took  a  goblet  tall 
Of  beaten  gold  and  silver  wrought.  .  .  . 
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But  my  pulsing  blood  dried  up 
When  I  heard  the  drinking-cup 
Moan  aloud  as  if  in  pain, 
And  it  moaned  and  moaned  again 
As  her  warm  lips  touched  the  wine  ! 
And  in  the  aumbrey's  dark  recess 
I  saw  a  row  of  goblets  shine  ! 

The  long  day  passed,  fulfilled  of  bliss. 
We  loved  each  spot  of  that  fair  place. 
The  sunny  slopes,  the  flowered  dips ; 
We  rested  by  the  lilied  rills 
Girdled  with  trembling  daffodils ; 
We  wandered  down  the  alleys  trim, 
Or  by  some  starred  pool's  brazen  rim, 
Watching  the  mailed  goldfish  play 
About  their  crystal  water-way  : 
And  I  forgot  the  drinking-cup 
Which  moaned  when  she  had  lifted  up 
The  wine  between  her  dewy  lips. 

So  swiftly  hour  followed  hour, 
Till  all  the  wonder  of  that  day — 
Too  sweet  to  live — was  nearly  gone. 
The  blue-eyed  twilight  once  again 
Painted  the  hills,  and  softly  spread 
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Her  coverlet  of  mists,  and  laid 
The  sun  upon  his  molten  bed. 
The  sea  grew  pale  as  liquid  jade 
To  see  her  golden  lover  slain. 
High  from  our  windows  in  the  tower 
We  saw  lights  kindle  one  by  one, 
Dancing  on  the  sleepy  bay  : 
And  far  below  the  white  road  lay, 
Curling  down  to  Aldofay. 

Then  suddenly  she  bent  and  pressed 
My  pillowed  cheek  against  her  breast. 
As  one  that  soon  must  bid  farewell ; 
And  in  the  fire  of  that  embrace 
Through  the  curtain  of  her  hair 
I  saw  a  triumph  in  her  face, 
And  strangely  feared  to  see  it  there. 
She  murmured  some  enchanting  spell. 
And  then  her  arms  from  round  me  fell. 
Still  her  eyes  were  bright  with  love. 
Yet  could  I  neither  speak  nor  move. 
I  saw  her  ope  the  aumbrey  wide 
And  smile  upon  the  cups  inside. 
Then  from  that  aumbrey  in  the  wall 
She  took  an  empty  goblet  tall 
Of  beaten  gold  and  silver  made  .  .  . 
And  the  room  began  to  fade 
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From  before  my  fainting  eyes  .  . 
Slowly  ...  as  the  twilight  dies  . 

In  the  aumbrey  in  the  wall 
Rests  another  goblet  tall ; 
And  whene'er  my  cup  is  set 
Brimming  to  her  crimson  lips, 
Like  red  wine  my  life-blood  slips 
And  I  moan  for  pain  of  it. 


The  waking  town  of  Aldofay 
Beneath  the  crocus  dawning  lay  ; 
And  the  youths  and  maidens  run 
To  wash  the  sleepy  night  away 
Underneath  the  mirrored  sun 
Sparkling  on  the  azure  bay. 
But  they  never  noted  one 
From  their  merry  number  gone, 
Never  a  moment's  thought  of  pain 
For  one  who  will  not  come  again. 
And  men  still  talk  of  unknown  ill 
Within  the  castle  on  the  hill. 
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II 

RED    DAWN 

High  on  the  hill  where  no  one  knows, 
A  little  fenced  orchard  grows. 
And  there  the  rosy-kirtled  hours 
Move  amid  pink  petal-showers, 
Which  the  twisted  branches  weep 
Upon  the  lazy,  browsing  sheep. 

And  oh,  the  sunsets  !     When  the  hills 
Are  pricked  with  yellow  daftbdils. 
And  all  the  soft  young  spring's  afoot ! 
The  lips  of  the  new  year  have  put 
A  seal  of  joy  on  everything, 
In  every  mouth  a  song  to  sing, 
A  look  of  love  in  every  glance. 
The  land  lies  silent.     Mile  on  mile 
The  flushing  slopes  and  pastures  smile. 
The  wind-swept  blossoms  toss  and  dance 
Down  in  the  wood.     A  sudden  riot 
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RED   DAWN 

Of  magpies  shakes  the  leafy  quiet, 

And  bickers  down  deserted  lanes 

Into  silence.     Only  the  stream, 

Swollen  with  April's  golden  rains, 

Murmurs  its  old,  old  dream. 

But  now  the  tardy  sun  has  rolled 

Into  the  sea,  and  on  the  hills 

The  hosts  of  laughing  daffodils 

Have  cast  aside  their  cloaks  of  gold, 

Yet  dancing  still  like  phantoms  grey 

Down  the  slopes  of  the  dying  day. 

Far  below  within  the  cup 

Of  meeting  valleys  lies  in  peace 

A  village.     Blue  smoke  whirling  up 

Plays  hide-and-seek  amid  the  trees. 

Late  rooks  in  long  procession  go 

Noisily  over  dimming  skies, 

And  little  children's  cries 

Come  muffled  from  the  fields  below ; 

While  afar, 

Singing  the  sun  to  rest, 

Swinging  over  the  hill's  dark  crest, 

The  beauty  of  the  evening  star 

Peeps  from  her  casement  in  the  west. 

With  the  dark  the  pale  moonlight 

Silvers  the  cool  dewy  grass 

And  turns  the  orchard  petals  white, 
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Ever  drifting  soft  and  slow- 
Like  a  silent  fall  of  snow ; 
And  other  stars  look  from  the  sky 
Into  the  river's  looking-glass 
Through  the  blossomed  canopy. 

There  we  often  used  to  go, 

I  and  she,  beneath  the  glow 

Of  the  honey-coloured  moon, 

Hearing  not  the  nightingales 

Singing  in  the  bosky  vales, 

Heeding  only  one  low  tune 

That  our  two  hearts  played  to  us, 

Mingling  in  its  dual  flow. 

Magical-melodious, 

All  the  fiery-winged  sound 

That  the  silence  breathed  around. 

Often  have  I  found  her  there 

With  the  moonbeams  in  her  hair, 

Golden,  stately,  white  and  tall 

Amid  the  silver  petal-fall. 

Often  have  I  sat  alone 

AVhen  her  silken  touch  was  gone, 

And  felt  her  breath  in  the  violet's  breath, 

And  plucked  a  trampled  blossom  there 

To  hear  the  sweetness  it  could  tell 
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That  was  so  sweetly  done  to  death. 
Oh,  I  have  never  words  to  tell 
How  her  white  hand  was  fairer  far 
Than  the  frail  waterlilies  are, 
Floating  upon  the  slipping  stream  ; 
How  her  remembered  eyes  do  seem 
Far  brighter  than  the  brightest  star, 
And  how  I  wakened  from  each  deep 
A  little  cradled  Love  asleep. 

In  the  grass  between  the  trees, 
Underneath  the  curtained  night, 
We  would  take  our  stolen  ease, 
In  the  orchard's  cool  delight 
(^Vhile  the  white  town  slept  below. 
And  the  lone  waves  footed  slow 
Up  and  down  the  wind-strewn  shore). 
Till  the  night  to  morning  wore, 
And  the  sun's  uprising  fountain 
Splashed  its  light  upon  the  mountain. 
The  long,  long  days  too  slowly  sped, 
Till  the  land  with  dusk  was  spread : 
Too  swiftly  night's  dim  veil  was  rent. 
And  the  hours  of  loving  spent. 

But  one  night  as  I  took  her  close 
Suddenly  she  faintly  swayed 
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(As  when  the  wind  playfully  blows 
And  sways  the  wind-flower  in  the  glade), 
And  she  put  out  her  two  white  hands 
To  keep  me  away,  and  bowed  her  head. 
And  the  long  loosened  golden  strands 
All  upon  her  robe  were  spread, 
Like  yellow  sunshine  on  white  snow. 
And  I,  because  I  felt  her  go, 
Looked  dully  at  her  long  white  hand 
As  one  who  does  not  understand. 

"  Love  me,"  she  said,  "  with  all  thy  might ! 
For  I  shall  know  no  other  night 
As  this  last  night  of  mine  on  earth.  .  .  . 
To-morrow,  dear,  the  sad  moonrise 
Shall  find  no  mirror  in  our  eyes; 
The  stream  shall  sing  to  other  ears 
Through  all  the  coming  weary  years. 
For  thou  to-night  shalt  prove  love's  worth 
And  slay  me  as  thy  lips  meet  mine. 
Knowing  that  I  am  wholly  thine.  .  .  . 
For  oh,  I  cannot  bear  to  see 
Again  the  man  who  married  me  !  " 

Then  my  arms  in  silent  fear 
Gathered  her  in  and  held  her  near, 
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And  my  heart  beat  hammerwise 

To  think  that  I  might  see  her  eyes 

Looking  cold  at  me  in  death.  .  .  . 

But  her  sweetly  fanning  breath 

Beat  upon  my  pallid  cheek, 

And  I  felt  her  hot  lips  seek 

Mine.  .  .  .  And  in  that  wild  embrace 

I  did  not  see  her  frightened  face, 

Or  think  of  any  loving  guile, 

Or  feel  her  trembling  fingers  rest 

Upon  the  dagger  at  my  side. 

I  did  not  hear  her  stifled  cry 

As  once  more  to  my  lips  she  pressed, 

And  sudden  flung  her  arms  out  wide, 

Sinking  in  the  trodden  grass 

At  my  feet  without  a  sigh, 

Without  one  little  parting  word. 

With  my  dagger  in  her  breast. 

The  white  moon  like  a  wisp  of  curd 
Fled  weeping  down  the  misty  sky 
And  shone  upon  her  dying  smile. 
The  petals  rained  upon  her  face 
Still  flushed  with  that  last  long  embrace 
And  on  her  breast  the  sign  of  guilt, 
The  little  jewelled  dagger  hilt ! 
Clearly  I  saw  her  lying  still, 
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RED   DAWN 

As  one  who  awakens  from  a  dream 
Of  woeful  thoughts  and  bodings  ill. 
And  in  the  moonlight  eerie  gleam, 
Where  the  black  waters  stealthily  edge 
Between  the  shadowy,  rustling  sedge, 
I  thought  a  little  Thing  of  white 
Went  fluttering  out  into  the  night. 


Along  the  silent  twilit  street 
I  went  my  way  with  echoing  feet ; 
And  the  little  fluttering  Thing 
Kept  me  company  that  night. 
Flitting  through  the  glimmering  light 
Like  a  moth  with  restless  wing. 
Down  beside  the  harbour  grey 
A  man  was  standing  on  the  way, 
A  man  was  standing  waiting  there. 
The  man  who  once  had  married  her. 
(I  wondered  if  he  guessed  that  I 
Should  pass  that  way  ere  night  should  die.) 
And  he  laughed  and  spoke  to  me. 
Looking  upon  me  pleasantly  ; 
But  I  beheld  within  his  eye 
The  lurking  goddess  Jealousy 
Like  a  green-eyed  serpent  sit. 
And  I  laughed  because  of  it ; 
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For  I  knew  there  was  one  end, 
Only  one  way  I  should  wend 
Before  the  new  day's  dawning  rose 
Upon  the  little  orchard-close. 


So  with  his  honied  word  and  smile 
He  rowed  me  from  the  haunted  isle ; 
And  I  neither  thought  nor  cared 
What  he  did.     He  thought  me  snared, 
And  I  saw  his  thin  Up  curl, 
Sneering  at  me  hatefully. 
At  length  he  stayed  his  creaking  oar 
Where  the  water  is  so  deep 
That  never  man  dives  there  for  pearl  . 
And  looking  back  I  saw  the  shore 
Beneath  the  dark  red  dawning  sleep, 
And,  far  above,  the  upland  lawn 
Faintly  flushed  with  brightening  rose 
Where  lay  the  little  orchard-close 
Still  unawakened  by  the  dawn. 
Sleeping  as  yet,  without  the  sound 
Of  singing  in  the  woods  around. 
Suddenly  the  mountain  leapt 
Like  a  flashing  needle  red, 
And  the  daylight  slowly  crept 
Up  the  valleys  of  the  sky. 
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RED   DAWN 

And  I  saw  him  turn  his  head 
Looking  at  me  jealously. 

Something  seemed  to  draw  my  sight 
To  the  waves'  transparency, 
And  I  fancied  I  could  see 
In  the  dimness  far  below 
A  little  flickering  Thing  of  white 
Moving  swiftly  to  and  fro  .  .   . 
And  it  seemed  to  beckon  me. 
I  heard  him  move  across  the  boat 
And  then  I  felt  him  quickly  clasp 
Me  in  an  iron-handed  grasp  .   .  . 
I  felt  th.e  water  in  my  throat  .  .  . 
But  death  was  not  as  I  had  wist, 
For  I  found  my  wet  lips  kissed. 
And  heard  quick  loving  cries  .  .  . 
Yet  I  had  not  power  to  see 
For  the  water  in  my  eyes. 

But  presently 

Above  me  through  the  deepening  blue 
I  saw  his  trembling  face  of  fear 
Staring  through  the  waters  clear  ; 
And  the  crimson  blood  had  fled, 
As  he  looked  upon  the  dead. 
But  from  the  arms  that  circled  me 
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I  laughed  contented.     For  I  knew 
That  if  he  ever  chanced  to  pass 
The  Uttle  plot  of  orchard  grass, 
He  would  find  her  lying  there 
With  her  little  arms  flung  wide, 
With  my  kisses  in  her  hair 
And  my  dagger  in  her  side. 
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Wind  and   Rain 

Across  the  meadows  of  the  sky 
Alive  and  laughing  the  low  clouds  fly, 
Light  and  laughing  as  lonely  girls, 
While  ever  amain  the  mad  wind  whirls, 
Whirls  in  a  passion  to  follow  after. 
Follows  for  love  of  their  lovely  laughter. 

But  one  more  fain  of  that  mad  pursuer 
Falters  and  droops  and  sighs  to  lure, 
Lags  more  willingly,  nearly  yields.  .  .  . 
And  lo,  with  the  running  her  billowy  hair 
Drops  all  loosed  on  the  tossing  air, 
Drops  and  pours  in  a  fountain  fair. 
Trailing  over  the  darkened  fields. 
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Immensity 

The  summer  sun  sank  long  ago. 

Beyond  the  hills  whereon  I  lie 
The  evening  sets  her  seal  aglow, 

One  star  upon  the  western  sky. 

The  hurrying  breeze  across  the  lea 
Rustles  the  shadowy  skirts  of  day  ; 

And  I  can  almost  hear  the  sea 
A  hundred  miles  away. 

The  depths  of  the  untrammelled  night, 
Lit  with  long  starry  lines,  beguiles 

My  eager  and  amazed  sight 
Down  dim  unending  aisles. 

Where  darkness  roofed  with  darkness  lies, 

Into  impenetrable  deeps 
Till,  lulled  with  that  large  length  of  skies, 

Imagination  sleeps. 
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IMMENSITY 

All  round  me  breathe  the  misted  hills, 
Vast  formless  Sleepers  couching  there  : 

Whose  strange  unbounded  Presence  fills 
The  calm  and  spacious  air. 

A  tiny  speck  I  lie  and  gaze, 
Not  unafraid.     My  faint  halloo 

Goes  echoing,  echoing  down  the  silent  ways 
Across  the  deepening  blue. 
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Larches 

Graceful  and  fair 
They  stand  all  day  to  see  the  summer  pass, 

Each  one  aware 
Of  her  long  slender  shadow  on  the  grass. 

The  moment  after, 
Responsive  to  the  wild  west  wind,  her  lover, 

One  ripples  over 
With  sudden  gusts  of  swift  delicious  laughter. 

The  others,  taut  and  prim, 
Whisper  and  nod,  hold  haughty  heads  awhile, 

Jealous  of  him, 
Until  they,  too,  stoop  slenderly  and  smile, 

And  wreathe  their  arms. 
Striving  to  catch  the  robber  ere  he  flee, 

And  smother  him  in  charms ; 
Till  he  escapes,  and,  laughing,  struggles  free. 
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Then  in  dismay 
They  hang  their  heads  and  droop  their  delicate  hands, 

And  turn  away 
And  watch  their  shadows  on  the  grassy  lands. 

So  are  they  seen, 
Like  lovely  girls  who  idly  lean  all  day 

On  balconies  of  green, 
And  laugh  and  love,  and  while  the  hours  away. 
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A  Welsh  Lake 

"  O  LITTLE  tarn,  circleted  gold  and  white 
With  waterlilies,  where  the  sun  drags  slow 
Yet  loath  to  lose  his  picture  in  the  waters  ; 
Where  mossy  woods  climb  down  to  lave  their  feet 
In  thy  soft  wavelets,  and  the  yellowing  bracken 
Leans  lovingly  upon  thy  bank ;  tell  me 
What  lonely  spirit  haunts  thy  silent  pool." 

No  answer  came  there.     But  a  gray-plumed  heron, 
Wakened  from  day-dreams,  spread  his  darkening 

wing 
Against  the  opal  of  a  cloudy  sky. 
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Lines  on  Receiving  a  Child's 
Portrait 

(To  IVY) 

I  SCARCELY  deemed  it  possible 

To  catch  your  swallow-self.     Your  very  rest 

Seemed  to  move  swifter  than  your  dazzling  flight. 

I  could  not  tell 

Your  many  selves  and  fix  them  in  one  face, 

Holding  you  silent  without  some  swift  change, 

Still  and  intent. 

And  when  I  was  most  sure, 

Your  sunlight  darted  to  another  place. 

And  so  the  wonder  is  most  strange, 

For  here  is  your  own  self,  demure, 

Emprisoned  in  a  little  golden  frame  ; 

And  underneath,  your  name. 

As  if  you  sanctioned  such  emprisonment  ! 

O,  you  were  born  at  some  sweet  riotous  time 
Of  elfin  revels,  when  blue-lidded  eve 
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LINES   ON    RECEIVING    A   CHILD'S   PORTRAIT 

About  the  curfew-chime 

Watched  fairy-rings  a-making,  and  the  earth 

Grew  drowsed  with  pulsing  footfalls.     I  believe, 

While  stars  danced  madly  down  the  dawning  skies, 

Some  late  elf  crept  away,  and  at  your  birth 

Wove  for  your  young  life  dreams 

Of  movement  and  the  spirit  of  dancing  things ; 

And  gave  you  smilingly 

The  airy  grace  that,  lacking  gossamer  wings, 

Excels  them,  and  a  spell  of  lucent  streams 

To  light  your  heaven-reflecting  eyes, 

Wherein  two  fairies  sit, 

To  play  at  hide-and-seek  with  passers-by. 

And  laugh  for  joy  of  it. 


Dear,  innocent  you  ! 

Who  all  the  long  day  through 

Light-heartedly 

Wove  nets  to  catch  me  with  your  pattering  feet, 

And  then  with  shyly-glancing  eye 

Drew  me  until  my  capture  was  complete. 

I  heard  your  serious  baby-talk  as  one 

Who  listens  to  far  angels  whispering 

Through  a  swift-sunset  crevice  in  the  sky 

Before  the  hills  fade,  and  night's  shadowed  wing 

Hovers,  and  day  is  done. 
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LINES   ON   RECEIVING   A   CHILD'S   PORTRAIT 

Your  laughter  bubbled  like  the  wren's  glad  song 

Or  chiming  bells  in  heaven  ; 

And  oft,  to  cheer  the  tired  day,  at  even 

The  blackbird,  the  lush  lilac-trees  among, 

Taking  your  laughter  for  his  melody. 

Embroiders  it  with  all  his  cunning  notes 

So  featly : 

Yet  ah  !  the  singing  throats 

Can  never  laugh  so  sweetly. 

The  daisy's  dewy  eyelid 

Rosily  smiled 

To  see  the  way  you  delicately  tripped 

Among  the  flowers,  and  open-lipped 

Their  eager  petals  bent 

To  kiss  you  wheresoe'er  your  light  step  went. 

Only  your  motion  I  remember.     Yet 

I  have  you  fast ! 

Your  errant  sunshaft  has  been  caught  at  last, 

And  (greater  wonder  !)  set 

Within  four  walls  of  gold.  .  .  . 

But  still  I  think  that  if  a  butterfly 

Spread  its  bright  wings  and  lit 

Upon  these  flowers,  and  then  rose  lazily  ; 

You  would  break  through  those  brittle  walls  of  gold 

And,  laughing,  follow  it ! 


The  Dancer 

(For  JOAN) 

One  spring  day  I  roamed  among  the  pinewoods, 
All  sunny  April  quivering  in  the  leaves, 
And  there  I  met  a  little  maiden  dancing, 
Down  a  shadowed  alley  where  the  sunlight  hides. 

And  oh,  she  danced  like  a  fleck  of  thistledown 
Drifting  o'er  the  hills  on  a  yellow  afternoon, 
Drifting  with  the  wind  and  lightly  as  the  wind's 

breath 
Dancing  by. 

One  still  night  I  wandered  by  the  river 
In  a  hush  of  blueness  deepening  into  night. 
And  there  I  met  a  little  maiden  dancing. 
Dancing  like  a  whisper  of  the  unseen  reeds. 

But  oh,  she  danced  like  a  slender  swan  alighting, 
Poised  like  a  shadow  of  its  own  wide  wings. 
On  star-strewn  waters  a-glimmer  in  the  darkness, 
Silently,  softly,  beautiful  as  sleep. 
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Moritura 

I  CANNOT  tell  how  much  I  value  all 

The  dreams  of  you  that  come  and  flash  and  go — 

I  see  you  whirling  in  your  childish  dance, 

Untamable  and  wild, 

Amid  a  tangle  of  blown  curls.     I  see  again 

Your  sobbing  shoulders  and  white  fingers  pressed 

Across  your  face  in  silent,  friendless  pain. 

We  did  not  understand,  we  could  not  know 

What  thing  had  hurt  you  so. 

Thus  easily  to  make  the  bright  tears  fall. 

But  now  that  you  are  gone  I  can  recall, 

Even  when  your  lips  smiled, 

How  your  blue  eyes  seemed  ever  full  of  tears. 

Even  your  speech  was  older  than  your  years, 
Your    ten   short    summers,  and   your   questioning 

glance 
Pierced  deep  as  if  you  knew  or  subtly  guessed 
In  some  swift  eerie  way 
More  than  young  years  should  see.     And  O,  those 

tears  ! 
Engendered  as  by  some  long  weariness 
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MORITURA 

Of  knowing  what  the  world  was,  by  some  sweet 
And  infinite  sadness  trembhng  at  each  beat 
Of  your  swift  heart,  and  poised  there  to  confess 
You  knew  and  grudged  the  shortness  of  each  day. 
And  I,  too,  feared  to  understand  what  gave 
You  that  quick  sympathy  that  women  have. 
Those  changing  moods  that  change  of  years  have 

brought, 
Your  woman's  insight  and,  serene  and  grave, 
Your  courage  :  but  at  last  I  knew 
The  secret  of  those  dumb,  confessing  tears. 
And  dimly  saw  in  you 
What  great  unmerited  wrong  the  pitiless  years  had 

wrought ; 
Knowing,  my  dear  one,  whence 
Your  dreadful  prescience. 

I  saw  how,  walking  in  the  early  light, 

Your  life  (itself  but  hardly  dawning)  cast 

Long  shadows  dipping  into  older  years ; 

How  wistfully  your  hands  trailed  to  the  past, 

So  short  for  you,  as  if  you  fain  would  keep 

All  knowledge  of  Time's  flight, 

Of  fled  and  fleeting  moments  some  content. 

I  knew   upon  what    perilous  race  your  youth  was 

bent 
Before  dim,  flowered  sleep 
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Should  close  up  both  your  eyes. 

As  if,  instead  of  man's  allotted  hours, 

You  had  but  hurried  minutes  to  be  spent ; 

And  you  had  striven  so  far  beyond  your  powers 

To  press  upon  the  heels  of  those  who  went 

Long  years  before.     And  so  you  never  swerved 

To  dally  underneath  the  blossomy  skies 

Of  Baby-time,  but  raced  to  leave  behind 

Your  childhood,  though  your  body  still  preserved 

Its  semblence,  all  afraid  lest  you  should  find 

Fate's  shuttle  thrown  aside,  the  woven  life  complete, 

And  Death  unloosening  your  sandalled  feet. 

But  now  we  understand  such  passionate  haste 

Towards  to-morrow,  why  your  heart  should  treasure 

The  pageant  of  your  brief,  dead  days  of  pleasure. 

And  now  we  know  your  breath 

Came  panting  in  a  flight  from  imminent  Death  ; 

And  why  you  feared  to  waste 

One  eager  glimpse  of  those  far,  half-seen  years. 

And,  knowing  this,  now  that  your  race  is  run, 

How  shall  we  dare  forget 

This  unsustainable  injustice  done 

To  you,  without  a  passion  of  regret 

And  dumb  revolt  against  a  blind-eyed  Chance 

Or  some  grim  Deity's  dreadful  ordinance  ? 
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Good  Night 

The  evening  draws  her  peacock  curtains  down, 

Fastened  with  one  bright  star.     The  blue  hills  fade. 

The  meadows  turn  to  opal-misted  seas. 

And  now  the  merle  has  sung  his  twilight  prayer 

From  the  calm  shadows  in  the  black-leaved  elm, 

And  only  twittering  martins  in  the  eaves 

Break  the  deep  silence. 

Peace  to  your  eyes,  peace  to  your  hands  to-night, 

Weary  with  their  sweet  labours,  while  around  you 

Breathe  silently  and  keep  their  loving  vigil 

The  dim  night  studded  with  a  thousand  stars. 

The  little  clustering  village  fast  asleep. 

And  the  long  Downs  stretched  out  before  your  door. 
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The  Past 

Leave  them  to  me,  those  dear  dead  days  of  yore, 
Whose  smile  was  once  so  glad,  and  whose  fair  feet 

Went  softly  dancing  down  the  sunlit  shore. 

For  still  the  blossoms  that  I  plucked  are  sweet 

And  lie  a  fragrant  chaplet  on  each  brow, 

While  I  at  last  feel  they  are  gone,  and  wonder  how. 

It  is  not  good  to  look  upon  the  dead, 

These  dearest  dead  of  mine  that  lie  so  still ; 

And  yet  the  beauty  of  each  golden  head 

Lures  my  lips  down  and  I  grow  younger,  till 

I  cannot  feel  the  lips  that  kissed  of  old 

But  in  their  stead  a  chill  that  makes  my  heart  grow 
cold. 

But  I  will  watch,  and  one  day  they  may  wake 
Again  to  life,  and  hands  to  warmth  again, 

And  lips  to  redness,  and  my  soul  may  take 
Life  from  the  passion  and  the  lovely  pain. 

My  eyes  are  full  of  hope ;  my  tired  lips  smile  : 

It  may  be  I  shall  have  to  wait  only  a  little  while. 
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The  Dreamer 

I  DREAMED.     And  Underneath  the  slowly  darkening 
hill 

The  waves  still  heat,  and  men  went  to  and  fro 
Along  the  curling  road  that  glimmered  far  below, 

And  ships'  sails  leaned  and  laboured  onward  still. 

All  the  long  noisy  traffic  of  the  world  went  on. 

A  thousand  lights  clamoured  across  the  bay ; 
Ship   after   weary   ship   ploughed   onward    and   was 
gone ; 

The  stars  swept  slowly  on  their  endless  way. 

The  reader  at  his  books  lost  count  of  the  swift  hours. 
And  busy  hands  and  brains  made  and  unmade 

A  short  day's  toil ;   and  bosomed   in  strong-scented 
flowers 
Tirelessly  pale  moths  flitted  in  the  shade. 
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THE  DREAMER 

All  things  with  some  great   steadfast  purpose  unful- 
filled ; 
Dreams  that   come  true  and  dreams  that  die   at 
birth ; 
Man's  long  insatiate  aims,  the  craving  never  stilled, 
The  restless  headache  of  a  labouring  earth. 

And  I  ...  I  sat  forgetting  all  but  my  sweet  dream  ; 

Uselessly  dreaming  of  a  dusky  maid 
Who  leaned  along  a  bank  of  flowered  shade, 

Dipping   her   gilded    finger-nails    in    a    soft-Ulied 
stream. 
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Promised  Lands 

When  we  are  lovers,  you  and  I,  my  dearest,  we  will 

go 
And  lay  our  weary  heads  to  rest  on  a  many-breasted 

Quiet, 

When  the  shadows  lengthen  idly,  and  the  garden's 

singing  riot 

Is  hushed  to  sudden  silence,  and  the  sun  is  slipping 

low. 

For  day  lasts  but  a  little  while,  and  afterwards  comes 
rest, 
And  dim  delight  of  garden  pathways  stretching  into 
night. 
And  cool  peace  floating  slowly  out  of  the  dark-eyed 
West, 
And  long  low  sound  of  singing  of  birds  far  out  of 
sight, 

And  softly-slipping  streams 
More  beautiful  than  dreams. 
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Misunderstood 

She  came  in  friendship.     Why  should  end 
Our  friendship  in  these  dry-eyed  tears  ? 

I  thought  experience  could  defend 

My  love.     There  was  no  pathway  shown  ; 

For  round  my  soul's  desires  had  grown 
A  tangled  tracery  of  fears. 

Haunting  the  deep  pools  of  my  heart, 

Where  thoughts  sang  like  a  feathered  quire, 

She  flung  my  trellised  fears  apart, 

Seeking  the  hidden  stream  within  ; 

But,  trailing  sunny  fingers  in, 

Touched  the  hid  well-springs  of  desire. 
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The  Suppliant 

I  CAME  to  you  like  a  triumphant  king, 
Giving  you  wide  dominion  of  my  heart. 

You  did  not  seek  to  stay  my  entering 

The  stronghold  walls  of  love;  but  only  part 

You  gave 

Of  all  I  came  to  crave. 

So,  failing  for  the  highest  citadel, 

I  wearied  of  long  promises,  beguiled 

By  hopes  of  richer  conquests,  newer  praise, 

Hearts  not  impregnable — 

You  only  smiled 

And  proudly  went  your  ways, 

Hiding  the  cruel  smart 

That  ached  within  your  heart. 

Knowing  you  loved  me  still,  I  came  again 

Amongst  my  tattered  sorrows  and  regrets, 
Beggared  of  all  save  pain. 

And  bankrupt  with  love's  debts. 
Palsied  with  lover's  fears 

Lest  you  should  say  me  nay. 
I  prayed  that  you  would  throw  me  but  a  crumb 
Of  love.     But  you  v/ere  dumb. 

And  slowly  turned  away. 
Yet  through  the  trembling  trellis  of  your  hair 
I  thought  I  saw  the  tears 
Well  to  your  eyes  and  shine  like  jewels  there. 
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Vows 

My  young  love  bent  her  head, 

"  When  you  are  old, 
And  gray  and  weak,"  she  said, 

"  Life  growing  cold  ; 
I'll  soothe  you  with  my  song 
Daylong  and  nightlong, 
Till  the  swift  days  are  sped, 
And  both  of  us  are  dead. 
When  you  are  old." 

I  said,  in  fear  always, 

"  If  you  should  die, 
I'd  follow  down  the  days 
Like  a  spent  sigh  ; 
And  train  my  thoughts  to  tears 
Through  all  the  lonely  years, 
Nor  ever  seek  to  praise 
Aught  but  your  vanished  face, 
If  you  should  die." 
SO 


vows 

So  many  dreams  untold 

And  vows  unsaid, 
Before  those  days  of  gold 

Were  swiftly  sped  ! 
But  other  lips  and  tongues 
Have  soothed  me  with  tlieir  songs 
For  lonely  life  is  cold, 
And  I  am  growing  old ; 

And  she  is  dead. 
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We  have  grown  old  in  Dreamland,  you  and  I.    .    . 

Love's  amateurs,  we  proudly  walked  his  stage, 
Played  to  our  hearts'  delirious  minstrelsy 

^Vith  Love  for  prompter,  golden  dreams  for  wage. 

1  loved  you  in  the  deeps  of  twilight  bluaness, 

Beneath  night's  intimate  veil  and  shadowed  noon, 

Thinking  in  folly  of  our  passion's  newness 
The  closing  scene  could  never  fall  so  soon. 

So  for  a  summer-time.     We  did  not  guess 
Just  when  our  Cupid  audience  tired,  or  why 

Our  hands  touched  coldly,  and  custom  chilled  caress, 
And  love-making  grew  to  a  parrot's  cry. 

Dearest,  we  did  not  feel  the  maggot  Time 

Eating  his  way  through  the  gay  thoughts  we  wore, 

Till  now  we  see  the  love  once  thought  sublime 
Crumbled  to  oust  and  beautiful  no  more. 
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We  have  played  a  pitiful  plav,  dear.     Love,  grown 
old, 

Rings  down  the  curtain  of  our  yesterday  : 
The  lights  are  out,  the  stage  all  dark  and  cold, 

The  doors  shut  and  the  people  turned  away. 

And  so  the  play  is  ended.     Your  caress, 
No  longer  glowing  as  in  days  gone  by. 

Is  worn  and  faded  like  the  player's  dress.    .    .    . 
We  have  grown  old  in  Dreamland,  you  and  I. 


SS 


Nocturne 

In  the  little  twilit  room 

So  near  to  me  she  stands 
With  eyes  that  look  at  me 

Unseeing,  and  hangs  her  hands. 

Her  eyes  like  flames  of  fire 
Shine  through  the  dusk  apart 

And  put  their  tongues  of  flame 
Into  my  wounded  heart. 

I  watch  her  bosom's  gown 

Set  with  one  crimson  rose 
Throb  slowly  up  and  down. 

The  coming  night  air  flows 

Harmoniously  around ; 

And,  where  they  last  touched,  lingers, 
Soft  as  the  air's  faint  touch. 

The  music  of  her  fingers. 
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Her  fragrant  presence  dims 

My  thought ;  and  warm  and  bright 
Her  bosom's  crimson  rose 

Throbs  in  my  heart's  twilight. 

So  near  to  me  she  stands  ; 

I  touch  her  gown's  warm  fold  : 
Yet  still  she  hangs  her  hands, 

So  far,  so  cold. 
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Firelight 

The  rain  gushed  in  a  river  wide 
Along  the  cobbled  streets  outside  ; 
But  in  the  little  low-lit  room, 
Warm  with  the  fading  ember-gloom, 
The  long  lean  shadows  on  the  wall 
Leapt  in  a  dance  fantastical. 

Up  and  down  they  rose  and  fell, 
Here  and  there  with  frenzied  dart. 
Like  signs  visible  that  would  tell 
The  fevered  beatings  of  my  heart. 
And  all  my  pent-up  happiness 
Rose  to  my  silent  lips  and  stirred 
My  spirit  with  a  voice  unheard, 
Till  I,  too,  felt  that  I  must  dance 
And  leap  with  the  fire's  conflagrance. 

And  yet  I  could  not  move  my  face 
From  its  long-pillowed  resting-place 
Among  the  folds  of  a  scented  dress 
That  wrapt  my  senses  all  about. 

0  peaceful  little  shadowed  room  ! 
What  recked  I  of  the  world  v>-ithout, 
Of  chilling  wind  or  beating  rain 
Upon  the  latticed  window-pane  ? 

1  saw  against  the  folding  gloom 
Naught  but  her  face,  all  bright 
In  the  wavering  firelight. 
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The  Bubble 

I  BLEW  a  bubble  of  my  love. 

And  like  a  child  intent  on  play 
1  cannot  from  its  magic  move, 

Watching  it  all  the  day. 

Tiptoe,  in  tranced  wondering, 
I  see  the  moony  colours  flow 

Like  liquid  clouds  that  lazily  swing 
Across  it  to  and  fro. 

It  flutters  like  a  living  thing 

Upon  the  hush'd  enchanted  air ; 

I  never  thought  imagining 
Could  fashion  aught  so  fair. 
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For  in  its  orbed  looking-glass 
Dumbly  in  new  amaze  I  see 

The  long  day's  pageant  slowly  pass, 
Deck'd  in  new  finery. 
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O  I  had  never  seen  before 

My  drab  surroundings  look  so  bright, 
Or  thought  my  own  pale  features  wore 

Such  garb  of  coloured  light ! 

So  all  day  long  I  sit  beneath 

Its  changing  sphere  :  yet  half  in  doubt, 
Wondering  when  another's  breath 

Will  blow  my  bubble  out. 
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The  Shepherdess 

Take  thou  my  thoughts  and  keep 
Them  safely,  as  a  shepherdess  her  sheep. 
For  some  have  strayed  in  many  wanderings, 
Lost  in  long  twilit  pastures  of  spent  days, 
Or  caught  in  tangled  ways 
Along  the  hillside  of  imaginings. 
And  gather  them  to  that  sequestered  place 
That  sleeps  in  the  calm  beauty  of  thy  face. 

Take  thou  my  love  and  set 

Its  glowing  lamp  that  thou  may'st  not  forget 

In  the  deep  hilly  darkness  of  the  night ; 

Lest  thou  lose  heart  to  fold  thy  scattered  sheep 

From  those  wide  vales  of  sleep. 

And  thou  shalt  turn  towards  a  casement  bright, 

And  on  the  hill-top  see  its  beacon  burn 

Nightlong  for  thee,  to  light  thy  late  return. 
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A  Spot  Revisited  Alone 

Here  where  the  sudden  summer  breeze 
Weaves  silent  dreams  about  this  place, 

The  blossomy  meadows,  shaded  trees 
Recall  your  long  desired  face. 

O  lonely  fields  of  you  bereft !  .  .  . 

But  yet  the  garden's  sunny  bowers 
Grow  brighter  where  our  love  has  left 

An  added  richness  to  the  flowers. 

The  populous  branches,  soft  and  slow, 
Wave  in  the  wind  as  yesterday ; 

The  long  leaves  flicker  to  and  fro 
And  laugh  in  light — as  yesterday ; 

And  thoughts  of  you,  like  birds,  take  wing, 

Myriad-throated,  many-hued. 
Flutter  and,  folding  pinions,  sing 

About  the  murmurous  solitude. 
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Helplessness 


O  I  COULD  wish  the  dreams  that  break 
My  lady's  rest  were  for  my  sake ; 
But  ah,  she  only  dreams  away 
The  sorrows  of  another  day. 

She  will  awake  with  saddened  eyes, 

And  her  face  scarred  with  nightlong  sighs ; 

And  pale  lips  tenderly  adroop 

With  weariness ;  and  all  the  troop 

Of  baby  smiles  that  play  about 

Her  dimples,  peeping  in  and  out. 

By  their  Nurse  Sorrow  put  to  bed 

Now  that  their  playmate  Joy  is  fled. 

Though,  answering,  she  smiles  at  me 

And  leans  her  lips,  yet  I  can  see 

Dim  sorrow  lurking  like  a  veil 

Across  her  eyes  and  lips  so  pale ; 

And,  gone  the  moment's  laughing  grace, 

Sorrow  once  more  invades  her  face. 

O  I  could  wish  the  dreams  that  break 
My  lady's  rest  were  for  my  sake  : 
But  ah,  she  only  dreams  away 
The  sorrows  of  another  day  ! 
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Revolt 

I  ALWAYS  have  been  a  slave  to  women.     Love 
Took  me  a  live  and  willing  instrument, 
Tuned  me — a  little  sadly — but  so  strung 
To  answer  sweetly  to  the  faintest  touch  : 
And,  like  the  wood-throb  of  the  violin, 
One  straying  finger  left  low  sounds  and  sighs 
Meaningless,  without  harmony, — and  yet 
Strange,  sorrowful  echoes  .  .  . 
I  feel  still  how  the  shuttle  of  each  will 
Sped  through  the  glowing  web  of  my  desire 
And  wrought  a  wonderful  tapestry  of  love 
In  Unes  of  fire  ...  I  was  like  a  reed 
Before  the  least  wind's  breath.  .  ,  . 

But  now  I  see  each  name,  each  influence 
Flicker  and  dance,  like  those  pale  spurts  of  flame 
That  glimmer  round  the  mast,  preluding  storm. 
But  first  the  calm — and  one  whose  silver  feet 
Went  their  proud  way  across  my  heart ;  and  I, 
Following,  wandered  through  her  upland  mind, 
And  suddenly  saw  light.     As  one  who  goes 
Astray  through  meadows,  idly  plucking  flowers. 
And  comes  to  a  tall  hill-top,  whence  the  land 
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Stretches  all  tiny  and  immense  beyond.  .  .  . 
I  saw  through  the  clear  windows  of  her  soul 
With  her  child's  eyes  and  purity  of  thought, 
Calmly  and  beautifully.     The  days  slipped  by 
Like  running  water,  cleansing  me  and  her— 
Cleansed  doubly  in  that  spacious  peace  of  mind 
And  in  the  keen  white  flame  of  passion. 

So 
For     three     scarce-dreamt-of     months.        Then 

something  rapped 
On  those  white  windows,  and  an  unknown  hand 
Brake  then,— and  all  things  crumbled  into  dust. 
All  women  came  and  went  before  my  eyes 
Branded  with  her  unfaithfulness.     I  looked, 
Seeking  in  each  heart  solace  for  my  woes ; 
For  I  had  sown  with  generous  hopeful  hands. 
Giving  to  the  rich  soil  my  uttermost  thoughts, 
And  yet  all  sprang  up  rotten  and  full  of  lies.  .  .  . 

But,  all  unknowing,  Love  had  grown  and  flowered 
Within  my  own  heart ;  and  at  last  I  knew 
How  I  could  see  more  largely  in  women's  eyes, 
Not  husbanding  my  love,  but  giving  freely 
In  fair  companionship  ;  suddenly  aware 
Of  wider,  braver  loveliness,  and  not 
The  little  stilted  beauty  I  had  known 
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That  lay  between  soft  lips  and  circling  arms. 
I  heard  strange  unheard  melodies,  and  saw 
Great  beauty  walking  silent  in  the  streets. 
So,  once  more  seeing  clearly,  I  was  free 
Of  my  long  cloistered  heritage  of  days, 
Knowing  at  last  how  I  had  foolishly  dwelt 
In  the  barred  convent  of  each  woman's  heart, 
Love's  novice.  .  .  . 
But  now  the  doors  are  open  and  I  see 
Life  stretching  out  to  me  magnificent  arms. 
My  butterfly  dreams  are  broken  on  the  wheel, 
And  loves  of  youth  gone  up,  like  an  altar's  smoke, 
And  I  am  ready  for  a  world  of  men  .  .  . 
As  one  who,  thirsty  and  tired  with  wandering. 
Sees  in  some  waterless  place  a  yellow  gourd 
Liang  like  a  guarded  flame  and  urgently 
Drinks,  crushing  it  between  his  straining  fingers ; 
So  would  I  take  Life  suddenly  in  my  hands. 
Scatter  and  burst  its  old  slow  rhythm  of  days, 
Shatter  the  wonderful  dusky  music  of  dreams, 
And,  face  to  face,  through  no  impersonal  windows, 
Meet  its  bright  gracious  pageantry.  .  .  . 
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